At last Albert was face to face with a personality stronger than his irrepressible freshness, stronger than his metropolitan conceit, stronger than his ultra-adolescent energy. Mrs. G. was a woman of dynamic will?a will of immense energy to attempt the impossible, of extraordinary power to dominate the mind and behavior of those with whom she lived.
Culture?particularly that degree and quality of culture which makes for social poise?was Mrs. G.'s criterion of values. In her heart of hearts, she despised all Jews, looked more or less superciliously on all Americans, swept disdainfully from her notice all who dressed, spoke, or acted commonly, cheaply?unless, indeed, one of these was in distress. Then a generous nature leaped impulsively to put all her energy, skill, time, and money at the service of the unfortunate.
Albert was a Jew and an American, common in dress, speech, and manner.
Therefore, she despised him. At the same time, he was so incredibly the antithesis of all her standards that he challenged the fighting quality in her. Consequently, it was not many hours after she first looked down on him in the living room, that Mrs. G.'s dynamic will was set to tame Albert, to transform him. She set herself to train out of him all the inbred habits and impulses she scorned, to develop in him the feelings and manners which she appraised as of social worth. It was a task worthy of her strength ?this task of stamping out all that he was, of making him all that he was not.
Her attack was as vigorous as it was immediate. The initial attack gained impetus, too, by the fact that, in the beginning, all their impulses seemed so antithetical.
Albert, by choice, was never clean. Mrs. G. had a passion for cleanliness.
Before breakfast on the first morning, she felt of Albert's washcloth, towel, and tooth-brush, and found all three dry. A very grumbling, rebellious "R-r-r-r-rake!" Albert raked. After a little, he returned to receive precisely the same answer:
"R-r-r-r-rake!" A third time he came back and still Mrs. G. had for him but one word: "R-r-r-rake!" And Albert raked! The work in reading and in oral and written reproduction of stories aimed further to develop precision in attending to, imaging, organizing, and reproducing somewhat more complex material. In the beginning he could not understand the proverbs such as "All is not gold that glitters" written in his copy book, nor the fables of the "Fox and the Crow," and the "Dog and the Meat" until they had been explained to him again and again. Before he settled down to reproduce even the simplest story, he pursued his teacher all over the house with questions that showed he did not comprehend the story, even though she had read it to him several times and explained the more difficult points. No wonder he had not progressed in history and geography. He could not learn because he did not understand a single paragraph that he read. After a fable had been explained and re-explained, after he had told it and retold it orally, after he had written it and rewritten it, Albert at length understood it.
During the summer he gained very little in this capacity to understand and reproduce. He required less explanation and on the second or third rewriting could reproduce coherently a story such as that of "William Tell," or "Bruce and the Spider"?stories which second and third grade children appear to understand without difficulty.
Finally, the aim in teaching Albert to write out simple arithmetical solutions was to develop some precision in reasoning,?that is, in the purposeful organization of images.
For the first two weeks he wrote dozens of simple one step multiplication solutions like the following:
If in one hour a boy can ride 10 miles, in 16 hours he can ride 16 x 10 miles = 160 miles.
In the third week he passed to two-step solutions.
If in one hour a man earns 20 cents, in 9 hours he will earn 9 x 20 cents = $1.80.
If in one day a man earns $1.80, in 30 days he will earn 30 x $1.80 =$54.00.
At this time Miss B. wrote, "Sometimes Albert can get the right answer but has great difficulty in writing the solution." In the fourth week he was promoted to solutions a bit more complex:
If in 1 hour a man rides 8 miles, in 7 hours he will ride 7x8 miles =56 miles.
in 11 hours he will ride 11x8 miles =88 miles; in 12 hours he will ride 12 x 8 miles =96 miles; Together in the 3 days he will ride 240 miles.
About the first of July Albert advanced to one step problems in division. In the sixth week he was writing with difficulty solutions such as this: One day late in September, Albert's father and sister came to see him. He had lost something of his obstinate assurance that his family were the acme of all wisdom and breeding; yet he had for them still, all the loyalty and affection which is so fine a characteristic of his race. He knew that in the past they had been ashamed of him, and from the bottom of his boyish heart he hoped now that they would see and appreciate in him the change for the better. Unfortunately they both came primed with the mother's theory that Albert responded only to nagging and criticism. They expressed to us their surprise and pleasure at his improvement, but for the boy himself had never a word of appreciation.
After they had gone, Mrs. G. found Albert thrown full length upon his bed, sobbing passionately. Mrs. G.'s faults may have been stronger and more conspicuous than those of most people, but she was gifted, at the same time, with an extraordinary sympathy for the "under-dog," and a tremendous will and power to help him up. "Lame dogs," says Hugh Walpole, "find a warm home in Russia." Mrs. G. had the heart of a Russian, and when she saw him there, the boy in whom was stirring the ambition to battle against his neurotic heritage, alone, hurt, unappreciated by those nearest to him, there rushed out to him all the rich impulse of her sympathy. Impulsively she stretched out her hand and let it rest a moment on his black head. "You poor baby!" she exclaimed.
Startled, surprised, Albert turned, and raised his eyes from the crimson velvet rose in the girdle of the chic blue taffeta gown, to her face,?the face in which he had seen so steadily since June the hard lines of the force that had conquered him. There for the first time he saw a new quality of sympathy and tenderness and the will to help. In bewildered gratitude he reached out to catch the hand that had touched him in pity, and kissed it.
From that moment the two were no longer antagonistic. (To be concluded.)
